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Mathison. And it doesn't matter in the least. It doesn't matter in
the very least, whether you beat him or whether you don't.'
GeofFry too it seemed played a better game than Philip. But
that was an accepted superiority.
Geoffry was a deeper, more complex kind of Stupid altogether
than these others. And yet so like Philip; as like Philip as a mask
is like a face. Geoffry was the bad brother of the family; he had
been sent down from Eton; he did nothing; he looked at his
sister-in-law askance. Philip was too kind to him. He drifted in
and out of Gasa Terragena at his own invitation. A moral Stupid,
she knew he was, with challenge and disbelief in his eyes, and yet
with a queer hold upon Philip. And an occult understanding with
Puppy. When Geoffry was about., Philip would rather die than
say a serious thing.
And then as the accent upon all this Stupid side of the house-
party was Puppy Clarges, strident and hard, a conflict of scent
and cigarette smoke, with the wit of a music hall and an affectedly
flat loud voice. She was tall as Catherine, but she had no grace, no
fluency of line. Her body ran straight and hard and then suddenly
turned its corners as fast as possible.
No, they made an atmosphere, an atmosphere in which it was
impossible for Philip to get free from his limitations. It was his
wife's task - if it was anyone's task - to dispel that atmosphere.
Drive it out by getting in something better - of which Mr.
Sempack was to be regarded as a type.
It wasn't going to be easy to change this loose Terragena
atmosphere. It was not to be thought of that a wife would set
brother against brother . . .
Her mind was too indolent this morning to face baffling prob-
lems. For a time it lost itself and then she found herself thinking
again with a certain unavoidable antagonism of Puppy Clarges.
Why was a girl of that sort tolerated? She was rude, she was
troublesome, she was occasionally indecent and she professed to
be unchaste. Yet when Mrs. Rylands had mentioned the possi-
bility of Puppy moving on somewhere, if other visitors were to be
invited, Philip had said: c Oh, don't turn out old Puppy. She's all
right. She's amusing. She's very good fun. She's so good for Lady
Tamar.'
The shadow of perplexed speculation rested upon the pretty face
against the pillows. It was not so much that Mrs. Rylands disliked
FUPPV as that she failed so completely and distressingly even to